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" Unofficially, old boy," he said, " if I were you I
should get out my civilian clothes and give them a
brush. You won't be in the Army much longer."

Dead silence descended on the room. The Captain
swallowed a lump that rose in his throat, half choking
him. His beseeching gaze travelled from one face to
the other, mutely begging for some amelioration of
the sentence. His distress was so evident that, for a
fleeting second, a look of compassion appeared on the
lady doctor's countenance.

" Isn't there . . . isn't there anything . . ." mumbled
the Captain.

" Nothing . . . nothing at all," replied the long-
faced Lieutenant decisively.

Between the three doctors and the Captain on the
other side of the desk the distance seemed to widen.
In the new chaos of his thoughts there was no help to
be expected from them. Even their faces looked
remote. After a few moments the Captain pulled
himself together with a jerk, bade them " good after-
noon," and walked out of the hospital to his waiting car.

It was an ugly journey home. Bitter thoughts
occupied him. He felt bitter towards everything,
beginning with the doctor who had forgotten to turn
up for the Board, and ending with himself. His
career, his life's ambition had been destroyed in one
sentence. In that room a man had stood amid the
ruins of his dearest hopes. And nobody had cared
a damn. . . . How utterly lacking in the slightest
sympathy or understanding the Board had exhibited
itself . . . How callous, inhuman, cold . . . cold as
the hands of the lady doctor, . . . Years and years
of work all gone for nothing . . . Years of good com-
radeship smashed in, a second. . . . The regiment, in
which he took so much pride, now a thing of the past.
... All the links forged during those perilous days
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